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Parnassus  is  the  name  of  the  mythological 
mountain  of  hope  of  the  nine  muses 
who  inspired  humankind  in  the  arts. 


The  policy  of  the  editorial  staff  has  been  to  select  material  for  the  magazine 
democratically.  We  have  read  each  work  submitted  and  viewed  all  artwork.  We 
voted  to  determine  eligibility;  a majority  vote  for  a piece  meant  publication. 
Parnassus  provides  an  opportunity  for  new  artists  and  writers  to  reach  others; 
it’s  a showcase  of  Northern  Essex  Community  College  student  creativity. 
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Cover  Tit\e:Mode4^;  Cover  Artist:  WILLIAM  TAYLOR 

Bill  Taylor  is  a graphic  design  major,  who  has  been  painting  since  he  was  seven  years 
old.  His  cover  drawing  is  based  on  a statue  of  Moses  that  he  bought  on  one  of  his  many 
trips  to  Europe.  Taylor  began  studying  with  Ronald  Goyette  in  1978,  but  only  recently  re- 
turned to  art  as  a focus  in  his  life.  As  he  says,  “1  don’t  want  my  art  to  go  to  waste.”  Taylor’s 
major  influences  range  from  Michaelangelo  to  Winslow  Homer.  He  enjoys  painting  ma- 
rine landscapes  (see  “Nubble  Light,  Cape  Neddick”  page  11)  and  local  scenes  because  he 
likes  “dramatic  action,  which  is  hard  to  find  in  a still  life.” 
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In  Memory  of  Andrew  Woolf 

Andy  Woolf  Remembered 

By  Richard  Padova,  NECC  ’80 

I graduated  from  Northern  Essex  Community  College  in  1980  and  have  returned  this 
year  as  an  instructor  of  geography.  Some  of  my  former  professors  have  retired,  some 
are  still  teaching  at  Northern  Essex,  and  others  have  sadly  passed  on. 

One  of  my  former  professors  who  passed  on  recently  was  Andy  Woolf.  Andy  epito- 
mized the  saying,  “learning  can  be  fun.”  Eunny,  intelligent,  understanding,  always  a 
story  to  share — these  are  but  a few  of  the  memories  that  immediately  come  to  mind 
about  Andy. 

Literature  was  never  my  best  subject,  but  as  a student  of  Andy’s  in  his  American 
literature  class  spring  of  ’79,  he  gave  me  the  confidence  that  I needed  to  overcome 
my  inhibitions  and  do  well.  That  was  Andy — tactful,  encouraging,  supportive. 

One  day  in  class,  Andy  totally  took — by  surprise.  He  told  me  that  he  had  submitted  a 
poem  of  mine,  which  was  part  of  a homework  assignment,  to  Parnassus  for  publication! 
1 couldn’t  believe  it!  This  simple  poem  of  mine  was  now  going  to  be  on  view  for  the 
entire  campus  to  see!  And  so  it  was. 

In  memory  of  Andy,  here  is  the  re-publication  of  my  poem,  appearing  as  it  did  in  the 
spring  ’79  edition  of  Parnassus. 


A strand  of  sunlight 
Plays  upon 
The  golden  coat 
Of  the  sleeping  labrador 


3 


Cover  Moses 

ink  drawing 

WILLIAM  TAYLOR 

2 

Untitled 

computer  illustration 

VERA  E.  CRAWFORD 

4 

Blueberry  Icicles 

photograph 

BOBTIRONE 

5 

Alone  in  the  Rain 

poem 

JED  MANNHEIMER 

6 

Heaven  and  Hell 

ink  drawing 

PETER  ISHERWOOD 

7-8 

Uphill 

poem 

BEN  CLEMENENZI-ALLEN 

8 

Untitled 

black  &.  white  graphic 

RICHARD  SMITH 

9 

Lively  Up 

photograph 

DAVID  MOLL 

10 

Mutiny 

poem 

LYNNE  BOUDREAU 

11 

Cape  Neddick,  Nubble  Light,  ME. 

pencil  drawing 

WILLIAM  TAYLOR 

12 

Elsewhere 

poem 

JULIA  CROZIER 

13 

Earth 

acrylic  painting 

JESSE  WALKER 

14 

Look  Outside  Your  Bubble 

photograph 

KIM  DUFORD 

15-16 

When  I Elirt 

story 

MELA  STRANGIE-BROWN 

16 

Untitled 

pencil  drawing 

VANESSA  BOYLE 

17 

Untitled 

acrylic  painting 

DOUG  BERUBE 

18 

Eves  in  the  Dark 

poem 

JOSHUA  THERRIEN 

19 

Ghost  War 

photograph 

NICHOLAS  HAWTHORNE 

20 

Untitled 

photograph 

JANINE  WHITTAKER 

21 

On  Top  of  the  World 

poem 

ANDREW  JOHNSON 

22-23  Untitled 

acrylic  painting 

STEVEN  ULIANO 

24 

Lost  Love 

poem 

HEATHER  POSTLE 

25 

Untitled 

photograph 

JOANNE  FLANAGAN 

25 

Untitled 

ink  drawing 

KATRINA  MAHONEY 

26 

Prince  Charming 

photograph 

ERIN  DONAHUE 

27 

The  Stepsister 

story 

JOSHUA  THERRIEN 

28 

Waltz  of  Sorrow 

poem 

JENNIFER  EARABINO 

29 

Untitled 

pencil  drawing 

TIFFANY  OWSIAK 

29 

Watching 

photograph 

MATT  LAMBROS 

30 

Untitled 

charcoal  sketch 

SARA  ABBOTT 

31 

Psyche 

poem 

HEATHER  WILSON 

32 

Untitled 

pencil  drawing 

KAREN  KLUFTS 

33 

Untitled 

black  & white  graphic 

RON  HEISELER 

33 

Untitled 

poem 

SUSAN  HOFFMAN 

34 

Row  Me  Into  Your  Soul 

poem 

LYNNE  BOUDREAU 

35 

Untitled 

acrylic  painting 

LINDA  GERMAIN 

36 

The  Horses  of  Chauvet 

poem 

SUSAN  HOFFMAN 

37 

Untitled 

photograph 

ALI  CAVATORTA 

38 

Untitled 

chalk  drawing 

VERONICA  GOULD 

39-40 

Untitled 

story 

KATE  PEARCE 

41 

Untitled 

ink  drawing 

DAVID  CRAMER 

42 

Untitled 

ink  drawing 

YUSSELFYTIBURICO 

42 

Untitled 

ink  drawing 

RICHARD  CANTY 

43 

88  Keys 

poem 

JENNIFER  EARABINO 

44 

Untitled 

computer  illustration 

DENESE  GURLEY 

HmisMmai  i 


SPRING  2005 


‘I 


I 


5 


walking  alone  in  the  rain 
forgotten  by  time  moved  on 
restless  he  paced  himself  fine 
he  wasn’t  cold  enough 
it  got  colder 
they  called  his  bluff 
the  rush  was  stronger 
he  tore  ahead  relentless 
pensive  thoughts 
blaming  the  night 
alone  in  the  rain 

walking  alone  in  the  rain 
is  never  what  innocence  was 
time  was  always  this  fast 
the  drops  would  come  slower 
then  faster  and  harder 
drops  become  rhythmic 
heels  and  toes  feeling  the  motion 
moving  with  shadows 
thoughts  rushing  by 
forgetting  the  damp  night 
alone  in  the  rain 

walking  alone  in  the  rain 
doesn’t  do  anyone  good 
drowned  in  the  water  the  earth 
swallows  you  up  once  again 
maybe  it  spits  you  out 
just  to  make  you  suffer 
to  make  you  dance 
a little  bit  longer 
dance  in  the  rain 
feel  glad  to  be  wet 
raindrops  become  shelter 
enjoying  the  night 
alone  in  the  rain 
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I was  there  - in  the  womb  of  a coma,  sleeping  with- 
out pain,  crumpled  under  a car  bumper.  I remember 
thinking;  the  thoughts  told  me  it  didn’t  work.  Again,  I 
thought,  and  blinked  out  of  consciousness.  Then  there 
was  a surgery  and  a morphine  pump  which  brought 
more  sleep.  However  strong  the  drugs  were,  when  I was 
awake  reality  was  there  on  me  like  a lead  suit.  And  I 
wished  it  had  worked. 

I had  thought  it  was  coming;  that  it  was  only  a matter 
time.  Whenever  I went  downtown  and  inhaled  the  sting 
of  exhaust,  I thought  this  will  be  it.  I would  rush  past 
Mass  Ave  on  Huntington,  eyes  closed  with  no  brakes, 
but  still  no  relief.  After  these  attempts,  I would  have  to 
ride  off  the  cold  sweats  till  I could  make  another  pass  at, 
say.  Park  and  Boylston.  Yes,  I wanted  it  to  end  - to  end 
fast.  Bone  to  meet  metal.  To  find  a quiet  place  in  dark- 
ness, so  I wouldn’t  have  to  wake  up;  and  I knew  it  would 
eventually  happen  or  I would  bottom-out  enough  to 
really  not  care. 

Being  a bike  courier  meant  man  against  man  and  man 
against  elements,  and  in  that  I found  meaning:  to  de- 
velop the  grit,  the  flex,  the  stamina  to  scale  Mission  Hill’s 
spine  on  a stripped-down  fixed-gear  through  a January 
storm  meant  you  could  pound  your  way  over  anything. 
Push  your  throbbing  heart  - numb  cheeks  to  sleet, 
shoulder  to  traffic,  just  bike  and  road  and  cargo  - past  it 
all;  tear  away  from  your  flesh,  leaving  it  to  curl  and  fold 
in  the  crosswinds.  The  best  answer  I had  come  up  with 
to  keep  me  out  of  those  institutions  and  it  had  stopped 
working.  My  hollow  apartment  and  incontinent  cat  wait- 
ing at  the  end  of  a labyrinth  of  streets,  on  the  other  side 
of  a current  of  steel,  was  what  spoke  loudest.  It  shouted 
over  the  horns  and  cars  and  voices.  So  I ceased,  and  not 
for  the  first  time,  to  turn  my  head  for  traffic. 

Waiting  for  that  moment  when  the  caress  of  wind  on 
your  face  is  suddenly  replaced  with  a five-by-five  steel 
bus  grill,  I just  rode. 

“Steve...”  the  nurse  with  the  sweet  voice  intoned.  “Can 
you  roll  over  for  me,  I need  to  change  the  dressing.” 

As  it  was  I despised  mornings,  but  to  wake  in  a hospital 
bed  to  the  violation  of  a catheter,  IVs  and  a chest  tube 
that’s  draining  liquid  from  your  collapsed  lung  is  un- 
imaginably worse. 


“What  day  are  we  on?”  I asked  from  a fog  of  drugs, 
sleep  and  pain.  The  nurse  was  thirty  or  so,  blonde 
and  dressed  in  floral  scrubs.  Her  name  was  Karen.  My 
insistent  repetition  of  this  question  had  forced  them  to 
put  a calendar  in  my  room  that  I officially  ignored.  She 
answered,  unfazed.  “It’s  February  twelfth,  three  days  into 
your  post-op  stay.”  Her  soft  hands  went  to  work. 

“So  when  was  my  operation?” 

“Two  days  ago.” 

“Any  visitors?” 

“Umm...  Steve,  you  asked  us  to  bar  all  visitors.  Would 
you  like  us  to  change  that?” 

“No.  There  will  be  none  anyway.  I just  wanted  to 
know....”  We  sat  in  a brief  silence.  “Could  you  be  softer 
with  that  gauze,  please?”  She  was  the  gentlest. 

“I’m  being  as  soft  as  I can  be,  honey.  I’m  sorry,  but 
you  don’t  want  an  infection,  do  you?”  With  a slight  pres- 
sure on  my  chest  she  was  done,  and  moved  to  the  end  of 
my  bed,  holding  me  in  her  eyes,  folding  her  hands  over 
the  drawstring  at  her  wide  waist.  I just  liked  the  way  she 
looked  at  me.  “Are  you  ok  now?” 

“No.  It  hurts.” 

“What  hurts,  dear?” 

“Everything.” 

“I’m  sorry,  Steve.  It  will  get  better.  I promise.  The 
doctor  will  be  here  any  minute.” 

I had  been  in  hospitals  before  this  one  though:  one  for 
physical  rehab  that  was  similar  to  this,  and  others,  well, 
for  my  ‘psychic  seesawing.’  The  nurses  there  were  much 
different  than  this  plump  figure  of  motherhood.  Most  of 
them  had  earned  calluses  and  trophies  from  football  or 
wrestling  or  both,  and  those  were  just  the  women.  Their 
main  goal  was  to  clasp  you  in  isolation  or  bury  you  in  a 
multicolored  flurry  of  pills:  sedatives,  thorazine,  lithium; 
whatever  it  took  to  submerge  the  thrashing  maniac 
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charging  down  the  halls,  avoiding  the  dead  fish  eyes  of  a 
one-on-one  doc,  who  would  conjure  up  a codeword  from 
the  Diagnostic  and  Statistical  Manual  of  Mental  Disor- 
ders in  a stench  of  Listerine.  Throw  it  around,  bounce  it 
off  the  walls  and  staple  it  to  your  forehead.  They  wanted 
a calm  surface,  not  caring  what  kind  of  flailing  went  on 
beneath  the  bathwater  top  or  what  your  ritual  shouting 
meant,  the  "catharsis”  it  brought,  or  the  specter  you  were 
exorcising. 

They  wanted  to  know  your  mother’s  tone  of  voice 
when  you  were  three  and  how  it  made  you  feel  when  the 
girls  turned  way  from  your  road-burned  face. 

Not  here.  It  was  different.  I had  Karen  and  Jules  and 
Annie  and  they  never  asked  me  twice  how  I got  here. 
They  just  cared  for  me  like  no  one  had  before.  They 
hoisted  me  from  my  mucky  bottom.  They  only  wanted 
to  see  me  all  right.  The  only  thing  on  my  mind  was 
Karen,  there,  rubbing  her  pale  forearm,  while  delivering 
the  news  like  a self-conscious  tidal  wave: 

“Here  is  the  doctor.” 

“Steve...”  Dr.,  Dr...  I don’t  know.  Dr.  Anonymous  said 
without  lifting  his  eyes  off  his  clipboard  or  making  eye 


contact.  “We  need  to  move  you  to  where  you  can  best 
be  helped.” 

“Moving  me?  Hell  no.” 

“I  examined  your  x-rays  and  saw  your  records.  You 
can  come  off  the  ICU  this  afternoon.  I want  you  to  get 
help  beyond  the  physical.” 

“Nnnnoooo!”  I screamed  and  couldn’t  fight  it  back. 

I released  a rhythm  of  the  same  word,  over  and  over. 
Karen  went  from  concerned  to  scared  and  Doc  Who- 
the-hell-cares  cried  for  back  up.  All  I heard  was  my  own 
voice  rising  over  the  rest.... 

Then  it  was  two  shots  of  thorazine  and  I was  beneath 
the  cold  water  again. 

“Yes,  Steve,  he  found  your  records  and  wants  to  put 
you  in  for  observation.” 

“Could  you  be  softer  with  that  gauze?” 

They  never  locked  you  up  for  depression  - the  real 
grizzly  bear—  unless  they  caught  you  falling  from  an 
attempted  suicide,  or  swept  you  off  the  train  tracks. 
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Summertime  in  the  Autumn  of  the  last  century 
your  sunbaked  body  and  sea  green  eyes  mysteriously 
appeared  at  my  door,  putting  all  the  beautiful  sailors 
before  you  to  shame  to  become  Captain  of  my  ship. 

Comfortably  settling  in,  your  roots  spread 
throughout  the  lower  decks  of  my  heart,  arranging 
things  to  perfect  a world  which  needed  no  alteration. 

As  time  has  piled  up  its  days  into  years,  the  tides 
have  changed  and  the  sea  has  turned  treacherous. 

Gone  are  the  gentle  breezes  and  lull  of  the  calming 
surf,  which  once  caressed  the  depths  of  my  soul. 

Like  a typhoon  your  moods  have  blown  from  here  to 
there  wiping  out  everything  in  their  path,  proving 
no  match  for  Mother  Nature. 

As  ugly  words  slice  through  the  air,  leaving 
behind  a trail  of  scars,  the  roots  around  my  heart 
have  drowned. 

I think  I must  have  the  last  word  to  survive  this 
storm,  but  I’m  much  too  seasick  to  swallow  it. 
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It  was  something  in  the  wetness  of  those  grasses  then, 
how  they  cursed  nothing, 
how  they  emerged 
so  quietly  from  earth, 

holding  the  cicadas’  sound  in  the  patient  light 
those  last  cicadas, 
calling  out  the  name 
of  no  one 

It  was  something  in  that  light  and  in  the  grasses 
rising  where  memory 
was  no  longer  needed 

that  asked  me  to  lay  my  back  against  the  earth 
to  let  in  the  song  of  cicadas  come  in 
and  die  differently 
each  time. 

1 lay  each  palm  open  in  the  dirt 
reaching  to  feel  the  tremors 
of  the  bombs  dropping 
endlessly  elsewhere 

and  looked  then  at  my  hands  as  if  they  were  another’s, 

feeling  in  that  moment 

how  easily  the  body  can  be  lain  aside 

how  willingly  the  earth  settles  all  accounts 

and  I thought  how  brave  it  is 
to  simply  to  lie  still 
and  to  breathe, 

how  brave  it  is 
to  still  want 
to  be  born. 
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When  I flirt  bad  things  happen.  I don’t  know  why, 
but  that’s  just  how  it  is.  I know  several  girls  who  have 
mastered  the  infamous  “hair  flip  of  jaw-dropping  per- 
fection” thing,  which  usually  has  a 60%  return  rate  on 
dinner  invitations.  Other  girls  have  mastered  the  “bend 
and  pop”,  which  involves  bending  at  the  waist,  and  then 
recovering  with  your  left  hip  popped  out  like  a runway 
model.  I once  knew  a girl  who  actually  got  boys  to  notice 
her  by  cracking  her  knuckles  and  snapping  her  gum.  She 
called  this  the  “snap  to  attention”. 

Usually,  when  I have  a crush  on  a guy.  I’ll  walk  up  to 
him  and  say;  “Hi!  I have  a big  crush  on  you”  and  see  what 
happens.  This  has  never  worked,  and  I don’t  suggest 
ever  attempting  it.  As  for  the  hair  flipping  and  the  hip 
popping.. .well,  I don’t  suggest  those  either.  The  latter 
can  cause  both  parties  great  physical  pain  when  done 
inappropriately. 

I don’t  really  know  how  the  whole  flirting  thing 
works.  I mean,  you  smile,  then  I smile,  then  someone 
approaches  someone,  and  then  there’s  awkward  chat- 
ter about  school  and  then  shallow,  non-school  related 
events.  This  is  usually  followed  by  an  offer  made  by  one 
party  to  the  other,  sometimes  involving  caffeinated  bev- 
erages of  some  kind,  or  even  the  occasional  iiber-casual 
invitation  to  lunch.  And  then,  after  all  this  heart-pound- 
ing, sweaty-palmed  anticipation,  phone  numbers  are 
exchanged  and  the  date  is  set.  All  of  this  seems  relatively 
easy.  In  theory. 

But  when  I flirt.. .well,  that’s  when  the  fun 
really  starts. 

I can’t  count  how  many  interludes  I’ve  had  with  po- 
tential beverage-drinking,  lunch-having  boys  that  have 
turned  sour.  And  to  this  day  I still  don’t  understand  most 
of  them. 

One  incident  in  particular  stands  out  among  the  rest. 
It  involves  a boy  I’d  had  a crush  on  for  ages.  And,  to  add 
to  this  ridiculous  cliche,  it  happened  my  junior  year  of 
high  school.  This  boy,  this  modern  Adonis,  was  by  far 
the  most  attractive  boy  in  my  social  circle,  and  therefore 
even  more  desirable,  because  I knew  that  he  was  more 


than  just  a pretty  face.  To  hang  out  in  my  group,  you  had 
to  be  able  to  use  the  word  ostentatious  in  a sentence,  and 
use  it  correctly.  We  were  the  intellectuals  of  our  high 
school,  you  understand. 

And  so  it  was  that  I found  myself  straddling  one  of 
the  benches  in  the  cafeteria,  sipping  acidic  coffee  that  I’d 
brought  from  home,  and  wondering  exactly  how  long  it 
had  taken  my  kind-of-friend  Vanessa  to  squeeze  into  her 
super-low,  super-tight  Brittany  Spears  inspired  jeans. 
And  then  I felt  a hand  on  my  shoulder. 

‘What  the  hell...  ?’  I thought,  snapping  my  head  in  the 
direction  of  the  hand. 

“Hey,  Ella,”  said  Joey,  giving  me  the  obligatory  hug. 
You  see,  in  my  clique,  we  all  give  each  other  hugs,  usually 
for  no  apparent  reason.  Joey  has  never  hugged  me.  And 
then,  suddenly,  I was  getting  the  biggest  bear  hug  of  my 
life  from  the  cutest  boy  I’d  ever  seen  close  up. 

‘Holy  crap.  ’ 

“Hey...”  I murmured,  smiling  innocently.  Well,  I tried 
to  smile  innocently.  In  fact,  I think  I looked  more  like  I 
was  baring  my  teeth.  It  was  then  I employed  the  “Girl 
Next  Door”,  which  was  - or  so  I was  told  - appropriate 
for  romantic  meetings  between  friends  or  acquaintances. 

This  entailed  smiling  welcomingly,  batting  my 
eyelashes  in  a most  unabrasive  manner  followed  by  a 
flirty  toss  of  the  hair  and  a cute  grin,  indicating  that  I 
was  ready  to  hear  the  inevitable  invitation  to  consume 
caffeinated  beverages.  The  fitting  response  was  a smile 
and  a half-nod  from  the  other  party,  and  perhaps  a light 
touch  on  the  arm. 

Seriously,  I’m  not  making  this  up.  This  is  how  it’s 
done!  And  when  he  smiled,  and  half-nodded,  and  then 
took  my  hand  I thought,  ‘Yes!  This  is  it!  This  is  the  part 
where  he  asks  me  out!’ 

“So,  Ella,  I was  wondering...”  he  began.  This  was  a 
good  sign. 
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‘Whenever  a boy  hesitates  that  means  that  he  was 
searchingfor  the  right  worc^s,  ’ thought  I.  A million  differ- 
ent scenarios  entered  my  mind,  many  of  them  involving 
some  kind  of  musical  number  and  an  invitation  to  the 
senior  prom.  God  I was  naive. 


. } 


“What’s  up,  Joey?”  1 pressed,  hoping  to  speed  along 
his  confession  of  undying  love  and  affection. 


"Do  you  know  if  Vanessa  is  dating  anyone?”  he  finally 
blurted  out. 


My  disappointment  must  have  been  obvious,  because 
he  immediately  dropped  my  hand  and  looked  down. 


As  I rushed  into  the  bathroom,  I crashed  into  the 
third  Matt  of  our  group.  Matt  C.  He  looked  as  crest- 
fallen as  I felt.  Too  startled  to  even  attempt  a suitable 
apology,  I helped  him  pick  up  his  books  and  papers, 
and  then  turned  my  back  to  make  a hasty  exit.  Little 
did  I know  that  Matt  C.  had  been  looking  for  me, 
intent  on  asking  me  if  I would  be  interested  in  the 
mid-day  consumption  of  caffeinated  beverages.  Of 
course,  when  he’d  seen  me  flirting  shamelessly  with 
Joey,  all  hopes  of  such  an  interaction  were  dashed, 
and  he  started  dating  a girl  from  his  Calculus  class. 


Like  I said,  bad  things  happen  when  I flirt. 


‘Idiot...’  I thought,  furious.  Though,  to  this  day, 
I’m  not  sure  if  I was  more  angry  with  him  or  myself. 

“Vanessa?  Oh,  she’s  still  going  strong  with  that 
Matt  kid,”  I said,  shakily. 

“Matt  M.  or  Matt  S.?”  he  asked. 

Not  caring  anymore  about  the  rules  of  etiquette, 
I told  him  that  it  was,  in  fact.  Matt  S.  that  stood 
between  him  and  his  princess  of  bad  highlights,  then 
politely  excused  myself,  hoping  to  escape  the  cafeteria 
before  anyone  saw  how  red  my  face  had  gotten.  I’d 
never  really  disliked  Vanessa,  but  I’d  never  really  been 
fond  of  her  either,  so  in  this  way  I don’t  suppose  I was 
being  catty.  And  besides,  I was  humiliated. 
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A quilt  ot  skyscrapers  knitted  together 
By  garbage  decorated  alleys 
iMakes  up  the  city. 

Ever)’  inch,  ever)'  square  speaks  a different  story. 

Night  introduces  darkness  to  the  city 
Like  a new  friend. 

The  temperature  brought  along  with  the  night 
Is  a cold  common  to  the  supernatural  undead. 

The  wind  howls  like  the  hounds  of  hell 
Driven  by  the  dread,  pale  moon 
Like  an  Eskimo  sled 
In  the  dead  of  winter. 

Soulless  zombies 

Drag  their  withering  carcasses  up  and  down 
The  city  streets,  hands  outstretched; 

These  creatures  are  helpless  victims. 

Their  moans  sound  like  a chorus 
Of  the  lowest  octave  on  a piano. 

Despair  has  drained  the  life 
From  their  bodies  like  a mortician. 

They  struggle  against  the  inevitable; 
Stone-carved  names  throb  with  pain 
Calling  others  to  join  them 
In  their  damnation. 

Ghouls  feverishly  hunt  through  trash 
Looking  for  dead,  forgotten  treasures. 

Their  torn  and  tattered  rags  dangle, 

No  feet  can  be  seen  in  the  shadows. 

As  scavengers  and  bottom  feeders. 

They  scour  the  city  feeding  on 
Scraps  and  morsels  like  dogs; 

More  helpless  victims  here. 

Explosive  chuckles  fill  their  ears; 

The  master  laughs  as  his  pets 
Claw  each  other  for  a tiny  tossed 
Bite  of  food  from  his  table. 

Ghosts  wander  along  the  sidewalks 
Trying  to  find  where  they  belong. 

The  lines  on  their  cold,  frozen  faces 
Draw  a soul-chilling  picture. 


They  search  in  vain  for  what  they  lost. 

Now  barely  existing,  floating  from  place  to  place 
Like  kites  caught  in  a windstorm. 

These  creatures  are  also  helpless  victims. 

Bony  hands  lead  the  unfortunate; 

The  boatman  rows  across  the  bay 
Bringing  departed  souls 
To  their  place  of  final  torment. 

The  lost  souls  aforementioned 
Once  were  filled  with  the  liquid  of 
Life,  meaning,  and  beauty; 

Their  blood  coursed  through  veins. 

Now  they  roam  their  darkened  city 
Like  minions  of  Death, 

Mere  skeletons  of  their  former  selves. 

Choking  on  broken  promises  of  power. 

The  cold  tower  groans  its  nightly  tune; 

The  belfry  of  bats  echo  their  squeals. 

Spread  their  wings,  and  take  flight 
Like  tiny  banshees  in  the  night  sky. 

The  temptations  of  the  light 

Make  the  creatures  by  lies  and  corruption. 

Like  a factory  pumping  out  toxic  waste 

Into  the  crystal  clear  drinking  lake  outside  of  town, 

The  evil  light  twists  their  minds 
Like  the  wringing  of  a wet  towel. 

Their  sanity  drips  out. 

Hope  has  left  them  to  their  ends. 

Desolation  embraces  the  city; 

Trees  wither  in  the  wintry  grasp 
While  the  wind  steals  their  precious  leaves 
And  with  them  their  beauty. 

I see  the  poor  city  demons 
Hobbling  along  the  asphalt 
Ignorant  of  what  they  have  become. 

I can  only  watch,  agate  eyes  in  the  darkness. 
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A wrong  turn 
Leaves  you  deserted. 

Hundreds  of  miles  every  way, 
Surrounded  in  no  where. 

The  path  is  long, 

Twisted  and  rough. 

Jagged  rocks  trip  you, 

Leave  you  battered  and  bruised. 

The  way  is  lost. 

Time  doesn’t  stop. 

Catch  up. 

Persevere. 

Find  the  time. 

Which  is  now. 

Deal  with  it. 

Don’t  run. 

Do  your  best 
To  find  your  way 
On  top  of  the  world 
Then  show  me  how. 
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His  desire  was  diffuse,  became  a swarm  of  monarchs  clustered  on  oyamel  trees  in  winter. 

Each  hour  more  butterflies  dropped  their  wings,  and  longing  grew  less  and  less  specific, 

A vague  memory  of  sea  - part  taste  of  salt,  part  scent  of  decaying  fish  and  seaweed. 

Part  distant  thunderclap  and  whisper  or  rock  and  spray. 

Night  after  night,  he  sat  in  a bar  by  the  docks. 

He  would  never  sail  that  sea  again,  despite  promises  of  fairer  skies. 

Never  stretch  his  wings  above  ocean,  above  deciduous  forests,  above  pale  deserts  on  the  way  to  Mexico. 
He  would  wait  for  a fair  wind  to  carry  the  seeds  of  oyamels  to  him. 

If  they  did  not  grow  needles  in  this  climate,  he  would  paint  them  green  and  cling. 

And  pretend  to  be  a thing  that  flutters  orange  and  black  in  the  mottled  light  of  dawn. 
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I can’t  believe  it.  I can’t  stand  it.  Mother  is  getting 
married  to  some  guy.  And  now  we  have  to  move  into 
his  castle.  He’ll  never  be  my  dad.  I don’t  want  to  move. 

I like  the  home  we  have  now.  Sister  is  thrilled.  She  is  so 
excited  that  we  will  now  have  servants  that  we  can  boss 
around.  She  doesn’t  care  that  we’re  going  to  live  with 
a complete  stranger  and  his  daughter.  I don’t  care  who 
they  are  or  what  they  are  like;  I am  determined  to  hate 
them,  no  matter  what.  Oh  boo,  why  can’t  we  just  stay 
here?  Why  did  mother  have  to  marry  someone?  The 
three  of  us  were  happy  here.  Mother  has  sister  and  me 
for  companionship,  she  doesn’t  need  anyone  else.  Why 
mother,  why? 

The  day  has  come  for  us  to  take  our  things  and 
move  into  his  castle.  The  weather  is  bright  and  sunny 
and  warm.  There  isn’t  a cloud  in  the  sky.  The  breeze 
caresses  my  skin  as  my  hair  dances  in  it.  Birds  sing  their 
beautiful  songs,  bees  buzz  about  collecting  the  fruits  of 
their  labor  and  the  flowers  stand  chin  up  to  take  in  their 
nutritious  air.  It  is  such  a beautiful  day;  I hate  it.  I should 
be  reveling  in  a day  like  this  in  my  own  home.  Instead,  I 
am  stuck  in  this  carriage  heading  towards  the  end  of  my 
happiness.  I hate  everything.  I hate  this  carriage.  I hate 
the  horses  drawing  it.  I hate  the  coachman.  I want  to  go 
home. 

“Mother,  why  can’t  we  go  back  home?  Why  do  we 
have  to  live  somewhere  else?” 

“This  will  be  good  for  us.  This  man  has  wealth  and 
prestige  and  a title.  We  will  be  almost  royalty.  And  more 
importantly,  we  will  be  rich.” 

“I  don’t  care  about  that.  I just  want  to  go  back  home.” 


“The  lord  of  the  castle  has  a little  girl  about  your  age. 
Perhaps  you  can  be  friends.  “ 

“I  don’t  care  about  her  either.” 

“Fine.  Torment  her  if  it  will  make  you  happy,  but  you 
won’t  ruin  this  for  me.  I’ve  worked  very  hard  to  get  this.” 

“Oh,  boo.” 

We  arrive  at  the  castle.  It  is  enormous  with  ivy  cov- 
ering cracks  and  crevices  in  the  walls.  Colorful  banners 
hang  about  here  and  there  waving  his  name  to  the  sur- 
rounding area.  There  looks  to  be  plenty  of  room  to  run 
and  get  lost  and  find  new  places  to  hide.  I should  prob- 
ably have  a great  deal  of  fun,  if!  I didn’t  hate  it  so  much. 
This  isn’t  my  home.  I don’t  belong  here.  I don’t  want  a 
new  room.  I want  my  room. 

There  they  are,  my  new  father  and  sister.  They  must 
be  wearing  their  very  best  clothes.  Their  outfits  look  like 
something  that  has  hardly  been  worn.  My  new  father  is 
wearing  bright  blues  and  red  stripes  and  sister  is  wearing 
a dress  along  the  same  idea.  They  both  look  so  excited. 
My  new  sister  can  barely  keep  herself  still,  standing 
there,  squirming  in  her  father’s  hand.  I hate  them  both. 

Mother,  sister  and  I descend  the  carriage  steps  and 
walk  towards  the  two  stirred  up  individuals.  The  little 
girl,  my  new  sister,  loses  her  father’s  grip  and  comes  run- 
ning towards  us.  I want  nothing  to  do  with  her. 

“Hi!  My  name  is  Cinderella.  What’s  your  name?” 
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The  prisms  line  the  path  from  the  light  burning  within  my  soul 
Fantasia  of  simplistic  sorrow  marking  a trail  among  the  weeping  willows 
Silent  assumptions  conjuring  the  death  of  the  sweet  naivety 

Tiny  footsteps  shuffle  along  the  satin  grace  of  the  wavering  grasses 

A soft  calling  in  the  breeze  as  if  I walk  upon  the  waves  of  the  wind 

slowly  rising  and  falling  as  its  own  rhythmic  tide  embraces  me 

sun’s  rays  faltering  above  the  dreary  clouds  that  stain  the  angelic  wings 

slowly  wilting  the  purity  with  the  smile  of  the  heavenly  song 

‘tis  so  gentle  upon  the  lips  of  the  muse  that  rests  along  the  forest  greens 

Droplets  dance  the  dance  of  the  washed  away  emotions 
Nourishing  the  iris  of  inner  growth  as  a reminder  of  mortality 
Yearning  for  everiasting  where  the  love  divided  souls  once  conjoined 
Cheek  to  cheek  the  mere  presence  of  adoration  was  shredded 
creating  a flood  of  tears  that  cleanse  even  the  most  tarnished  of  halos 

Leaning  over  to  touch  the  liquid  passions  a reflection  of  myself  trembles 
tiny  waves  of  past  to  future  slip  aside  to  make  way  for  a new  slip 
parched  orbs  of  a sepia  hue  bloodshot  from  the  endless  betrayal 
upon  my  fingertip  laying  the  story  of  years  of  pain  and  hidden  smiles 

A destiny  is  now  lined  with  tiny  streams  of  mixed  tears 
set  aside  upon  a line  of  renewal  and  death  as  a frail  beauty  steps  careless 
Within  the  castle  of  her  heart  the  moat  guards  the  most  treasured  confines 
as  she  controls  the  element  of  water  with  the  sigh  of  her  departure 
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My  beauty  a curse  jealousy  my  enemy 
I have  journeyed  afar  hard  proving  my  worth 
sleep  rendering  death  upon  me 
by  a mother’s  love  for  son 

Great  hope  in  heart  brought  me  here 
with  red  rose  in  hand  I open  the  gate 
exposing  the  fertile  green  garden 
intoxicated  by  the  fragrant  blooms 

The  sun’s  rays  splashed  upon  me 
anxious  to  see  my  great  love 
to  see  my  unseen  husband 
not  the  darkness  of  night 

Quest  for  Cupid  has  brought  me 
here  my  heart  a swell  with  great  hope 
the  faces  on  the  garden  door 
look  deep  into  my  soul  and  know 

I thrust  open  the  wooden  door 
A sigh  of  hope  I breathe 
Is  this  the  end  of  my  perennial  journey 
Will  my  heart  break  no  more 
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Swell  full  ripe 
squeeze  and  pinch 
I feel  despair  snug  and  tight 
It  is  what  I have  of  you 
like  your  arms  around  me 
it  holds  me,  cradles  me 

In  tears  of  joy  you  came 

now  tears  follow  you  out  the  door 

to  your  secret  place 

where  you  hated  their  intrusion 

I sent  them  to  remind  you 

I am  here  they  say  ^ 

little  tears  that  fall  on  your  shoes  ^ 

as  your  shoes  carry  you  away  g 
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Float  me  in  your  dory, 

Row  me  into  your  soul, 

On  an  unruffled  lake. 

Under  a blue  umbrella  sky. 

Guide  me  into  your  soul 
Where  the  waves  gently  lap  the  shore 
Under  the  blue  umbrella  sky 
To  your  cabin  in  the  wood. 

Where  the  waves  gently  lap  the  shore 
Lead  my  fervent  heart. 

To  your  cabin  in  the  wood 
Where  paradise  resides. 

Take  my  fervent  heart 
Under  a blue  umbrella  sky. 

Where  paradise  is  found 
Floating  in  your  dory. 
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She 

while  teaching  me, 
told  stories  of  what 
they  do. 

They,  who  come  and  go, 
who  bring  flesh  and  skins 

Misty  tales 

of  thunder  and  snorts, 
grow  ashen  image  from  the  fire, 
each  larger  and  more  true 
moon  after  moon. 


She  fingers  along  the  stone, 
a cloud  of  sisters  chase, 
belly’s  round 
like  hers. 

She  draws  to  shorten 
the  long  musty  night, 
while  I dream  of  what  they  do, 
while  they  are  away. 
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Fear  ain’t  nothing,  everyone  catches  a cold, 

Virus,  infected,  forget  it,  who  let  it,  get  it,  bet  it, 

pull  the  trigger,  reload  and  shoot  it  again, 

don’t  want  to  kill, 

want  to  make  a mil,  or  two, 

okay  more,  greedy  to  the  core,  galore, 

but  stuck  with  the  gore  and  blood, 

all  I got  is  love  for  you,  to  him, 

give  me  the  gin,  that’s  my  friend,  in  my  head,  instead. 

I’m  joking,  kidding. 

Don’t  you  understand  me? 

Who  has  some  real  feelings  for  me? 

It’s  all  do  or  die;  we  can’t  all  stay  alive  forever. 

It’s  coming  for  you,  morbid? 

I don’t  give  a shit  what  you  think  because  I gotta  get  it  out  of  my  dreams, 
this  constant  confusion,  making  me  crave  using, 
abusing  my  zone,  down  to  my  bones. 

This  one-track  life  I was  born  into,  will  I die  with  it? 

Why  have  I agreed  to  fight  for  worlds  far  away? 

We  take  our  army’s  to  the  ghettos  of  the  third  worlds, 
but  in  our  lords  and  kings  backyards  live  Americans,  in  fear, 
their  army’s  are  chaos  of  drugs  lords,  blood  money,  the  terrorist  of  the  U.S. 

How  can  we  activate  ourselves  thousands  of  miles  away  when  our  children  are  broken,  bruised, 
forgotten  whores? 

We  can  commercialize  them;  poison  the  minds  until  it  all  goes  away  in  the  end. 

The  tears  I hear,  so  many  of  us  orphaned. 

Where  are  our  heroes?  Where  are  our  enemies? 

We  are  our  own  enemies. 

We  can  never  be  a friend  to  ourselves,  when  we  continue  to  judge  ourselves. 

We  are  taught  to  be  cold  computers,  expecting  instant  perfection,  of  ourselves,  of  the  people  around  us. 

No  patience,  no  acceptance,  no  mistakes, 
never,  never  never. 

We  act  like  starving  dogs,  ready  to  kill  each  other  for  a scrap  of  success,  to  be  that  one  bit  better  than  the  next. 
Where  is  the  top? 
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W'hat  truly  is  success? 

W'here  is  the  right  way? 

There  are  grains  of  sands  worth  of  choices  to  make,  and  five  times  the  stars  worth  of  ways  to  live  life,  so 
is  there  really  just  one  way  to  live? 

W^ith  all  the  mistakes  I’ve  made,  who  am  I to  say  what’s  the  right  way  of  going  about  living  it? 

Is  there  any  true  happiness,  or  just  fleeting  moments  of  joy? 

Do  I just  spend  my  life  chasing  after  the  next  instant  of  pleasant  stimulation? 

How  many  moments  of  peace  are  there  in  a day? 

The  instant  of  sunrise,  time  in  the  shower,  patience  in  a formation. 

W’hat  is  the  rush  to  tomorrow,  to  later,  with  all  the  effort  put  into  today  what  will  I get? 

Any  more  joy  or  peace  then  yesterday? 

Am  I just  trying  to  reduce  the  pain  of  existence,  until  my  last  heartbeat,  when  the  spell  of  living,  my 
cage  of  senses  is  broken  free? 

W^ill  I return? 

Will  I dream  until  my  mind  has  no  impulse  left? 

Will  it  all  just  fade  away,  knowing  what  is  happening,  afraid  of  change,  and  helpless  to  do  anything  about  it? 

Where  does  the  force  that  gives  us  life,  the  spark  needed  to  sustain  ourselves  in  this  world,  come  from? 

W^e  share  everything  with  everything  around  us,  so  why  do  we  ignore  so  much?  We  can  consume  ourselves  so  much 
with  ourselves. 

Does  anyone  else  ever  care  about  our  importance  as  much  as  we  do  in  our  own  kingdoms? 

We  are  nothing. 

We  are  a speck  of  dust  in  an  ocean,  although  we  can  choose  to  make  a whale  sneeze,  causing  ripples  of 
effect  on  all  existence  beyond  personal  awareness. 

We  all  affect  our  environment,  our  house,  more  than  we  ever  realize. 

Why  am  I full  of  energy,  so  much  heart,  what  is  it  going  to  do? 

Where  am  I going? 

I want  to  be  remembered. 

That’s  all  I want,  nothing  more  than  to  be  remembered  after  I die. 

I don’t  know  the  pain  or  the  life  of  my  ancestors,  so  how  important  was  their  struggle  to  survive,  to  carry  down  to  me? 
I don’t  fear  death,  but  I don’t  want  to  die. 

I hope  I have  more  time  to  enjoy  loving,  touching,  tasting,  hearing,  seeing,  because  as  those  are  curses 
of  life,  they  are  the  hugest  blessings. 

I don’t  want  to  fade  away  yet.  Not  so  far  away  from  home. 
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if  ever  there  was  a simplistic  way 

feelings  that  dwell  upon  a fountain 

where  the  minor  notes  resonate  in  the  tears 

clinging  to  the  bars  that  cage  each  note 

manipulating  sonnets  of  a tragic  air 

and  the  precedence  of  the  major  is  tamed  marked  by 

players  in  the  spectrum  of  culture 

sensual  caress  of  fingertips  on  the  glistening  keys 

defining  mood  and  time  as  the  heartbeat  sings  minor 

your  melody  holds  tales  of  a life  of  tragedy  and  smiles 

holding  the  secrets  hammered  into  the  strings 

weight  of  many  emotions  embed  into  your  ebony  grains 

as  their  graceful  forms  leaned  somberly  close 

angelic  voices  collaborating  into  the  smoky  room 

their  eyes  heavy  with  exhaustion 

or  is  it  the  monotony  of  a hard  day  on  the  concrete 

loneliness  aching  the  aged  joints  into  dust 

dwelling  on  the  melancholy  recollections  of  a lifetime 

and  painting  images  into  their  dreams  to  savor  apathetic 

your  pedal  like  the  wave  of  the  music  rising  and  falling 

coercing  the  petals  from  the  solitary  rose  to  wilt  muted 

like  the  life  in  their  eyes  has  now  dimmed  to  hopelessness 

as  the  final  chord  drifts  around  them 

and  embraces  the  lifeless  intonations 
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